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Dufresne's monkey. . . . Madame Dufresne will
murder us one night in our beds. She hates
us for Waterloo. And she will hide our bodies
in that vast cupboard with the creaking door.
I am sure there are rats in the wainscot. . .
Emma I know that something will happen to
us in the Palais-Royal, and that great woman
with the black hair and the crimson dress will
sit above us and watch us torn to pieces while
she arranges pieces of sugar. ... I wonder how
Francis is, and whether he has that blackberry
preserve that he loves. They are always for-
getting to have it on the table unless I am there.
... I wonder if you can see the Scottish hills
clearly to-day, and what they are doing at West-
aways. . . . That crimson woman has Jennifer's
air. . , . Jennifer would be fine in a cafe with
mirrors multiplying her. , . . How I wish I
knew Mr. Scott! He has stayed, I know, with
Mr. Southey. Francis may have met him. . . .'

She dropped away to sleep while Emma, her
eyes full of devotion, watched her and listened to
M. Dufresne's monkey.

That evening they went to the Tivoli Gardens.
Judith, after a long sleep, had recovered all her
spirits and was ready for any amusement. Here
there was plenty. They had quite agreed that
the place could not compare with Vauxhall for
size and splendour; but the summer evening was
so lovely, the crowd so diverse and so intent upon
enjoyment, that it was impossible not to be
merry. There was a great crowd on this especial
night, for it was said that the King and the